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Do  not  assume  content  reflects  current 
scientific  knowledge,  policies,  or  practices. 


SUBJECT:     "Concerning  Cheese  and  Chicanery. "     Information  from  Food  &  Drug 
Administration,  U.S.D.A. 
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The  other  day  my  Next-Door  Neighbor  paid  me  an  early  morning  call*  She 
came  in  the  kitchen  door,  flounced  herself  down  in  the  kitchen  rocking  chair, 
and  glared  —  actually  glared  at  me. 

"Couldn't  you  relax?"     I  said  gently*     "Wouldn't  you  feel  better  if  you 
pulled  yourself  together  and  said  something  cheerful?" 

"I  could  say  something,"  she  said,  between  clenched  teeth,     "But  it 
wouldn't  he  fit  for  the  ears  of  a  lady  "broadcaster.    Aunt  Sammy,"  she  said 
suddenly,  "do  you  think  it's  fun  to  be  fooled?     I  don't  mean  fooled  by  seeing 
white  rabbits  coming  out  of  a  silk  hat.     I  mean  fooled  —  like  this." 

She  took  a  small  box  out  of  her  apron  pocket. 

11  Cheese  I"     said  my  Next-Door  Neighbor,  dramatically.     "Cheese  I     They  sell 
it  in  a  box  like  this  —  with  a  hollow  bottom.     See  that?     I  bought  six  boxes  of 
cream  cheese,  and  all  I  get  is  this.    Pf f 1 1    At  this  rate,  what  a  fortune  I'd 
pay  for  a  few  whole  pounds  of  cheese!    Why  don't  they  do  something  about  a  fraud 
like  this?" 

"Calm  yourself,"  I  said,  "and  you'll  find  out  that  you  are  not  the  only 
person  who's  been  fooled.  Look  at  this  jar  of  chicken  and  noodles.  Here  —  on 
the  table." 

"What's  wrong  with  this?"    asked  my  neighbor.     "Nice-looking  jar,  isn't 

it?" 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  happen  to  be  collecting  glass  jars.     It's  the  chicken 
I'm  interested  in.     If  you  look  closely  you  will  find  that  there  is  only  one 
piece  of  chicken  in  the  jar  —  one  thin  slice  —  so  thin,  in  fact,  that  it  covert 
up  this  side  of  the  jar.    The  rest  is  noodles-.11 

"Speaking  of  noodles!"  exclaimed  my  friend.    That's  what  I  bought  yester- 
day.   A  package  of  noodles." 

"What  was  wrong  with  them?"     I  asked. 

"Nothing  ~r>  except  that  they  were  not  what  they  seemed  to  be,    They  were 
wrapped  in  yellow  cellophane        a  deep  rich  egg-yolk-colored  cellophane.  Natural- 
ly, I  assumed  that  I  was  buying  egg  noodles.    But  was  I  mistaken!    There  was 
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nothing  in  that  beautiful  golden  wrapping  "but  plain  white  noodles,  Aunt  Sammy. 
Is  that  a  fair  way  to  treat  a  customer?    Why  doesn't  the  Pure  Food  and  Drug  law 
protect  us  from  such  petty  frauds?" 

I  had  to  explain  that  these  foods  —  the  chicken  and  noodles,  the  cheese, 
and  the  plain  noodles  —  are  not  adulterated,  under  the  present  Food  and  Drugs 
law,  so  there's  nothing  the  Government  can  do  a"bout  it.     Those  of  us  who  "buy 
food  for  our  families  must  remember  to  read  labels  very  carefully,  look  closely 
at  what  we  "buy,  compare  weights  with  prices,  and  make  sure  that  the  form  of  the 
package  is  not  deceptive. 

I  told  my  friend  about  the  box  of  pepper  I  bought  recently.     The  pepper 
was  in  a  shaker-container,  only  half  fall*     I  told  her  about  the  maple  sirup  I 
bought  several  months  ago.     It  was  labeled  "So-and-So's  Maple  Flavored  Sirup." 
I  found  out  later  that  it  was  composed  of  corn  sirup,  to  which  had  been  added 
less  than  two  percent  maple  sirup,  a  trace  of  ordinary  sugar,  and  an  imitation 
maple  flavor.    The  maple  taste  was  due  entirely  to  the  artificial  flavor.  The 
Government  tried  to  protect  us  against  this  particular  food  product.     The  Govern- 
ment alleged  that  it  was  an  imitation  maple  sirup  instead  of  a  maple-flavored 
sirup.    But  what  happened?     The  Court  dismissed  the  case  on  the  ground  that  since 
there  was  no  legal  standard  for  maple-flavored  sirup,  the  article  could  be  sold 
under  that  name. 

"There  ought  to  be  a  legal  standard  for  maple  sirup,"  said  my  neighbor. 
"Even  I  can  see  that.    By  the  way,  Aunt  Sammy,  there  are  legal  standards  for 
some  foods,  like  peaches  and  pears,  and  tomatoes." 

"You're  right,"  I  said.     "There  are  legal  standards  for  peaches,  pears, 
apricots,  cherries,  peas,  and  tomatoes.    That's  "because  of  an  amendment  to  the 
Food  and  Drugs  law,  passed  in  1930.     If  a  can  of  tomatoes,  for  example,  does  not 
meet  the  government  standards,  it  must  bear  on  the  label  these  words:  Below 
U.  S.  Standard,  Low  Grade  But  Not  Illegal.     If  the  can  is  not  as  full  as  it 
should  be,  the  label  must  carry  a  full  confession:    Below  U.  S.  Standard,  Slack- 
Filled." 

"What  about  canned  salmon?"  asked  my  neighbor.     "There's  a  food  women 
would  like  to  know  more  about.    When  they  pay  a  lot  of  money  for  a  can  of  salmon, 
are  they  always  getting  their  money's  worth?" 

"Not  always,"  I  had  to  admit.    There  are  five  different  species  of  salmon 
canned  for  our  tables.     They  range  from  Chum,  the  least  expensive,  to  Chinook 
and  Sockeye,    The  common  name  for  canned  Sockeye  is  red  salmon. 

"What  about  pink  salmon?"  asked  my  neighbor.     "It's  very  popular  with 
my  family." 

The  species  known  as  pink  salmon,  I  explained,  sold,  in  large  quantities,  is 
an  intermediate  grade.     It's  very  good  in  such  dishes  as  salmon  croquettes, 
scalloped  salmon,  or  any  other  of  the  many  good  combinations  of  salmon  with  sauce 
and  vegetables.    As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  food  value  of  red  and  pink  salmon  is 
practically  the  same.    Some  women  prefer  the  red  salmon  for  salads,  because  of 
the  attractive  color. 


"Is  there  any  way  to  toll  just  what  species  of  salmon  you  are  "buying?" 
my  neighbor  wanted  to  know. 

Unfortunately,  not  always*    About  the  only  criterion  we  have  to  follow 
when  we  buy  canned  salmon  is  the  price  we  pay.     That  is  because,  under  the 
present  Food  and  Drugs  Act*  labeling  as  to  species  cannot  be  required*  The 
result  is  that  in  general  red  salmon  and  Chinook  are  labeled  "Bed  Salmon"  or 
"Chinook  Salmon,"  respectively,  while  less  fancy  salmon  is  merely  labeled  "Salmon!' 

"Thank  you  for  the  information,"  said  my  Neighbor*     "I'm  learning  as  I 
go  along*    You  can*t  fool  me  all  the  time!" 

"What  about  the  six  boxes  of  cheese?"  I  asked. 

My  Neighbor's  face  clouded.     She  looked  sad  and  forlorn. 

"Not  only  cheese,"  she  said,  "but  also  a  bottle  of  vanilla  extract.  You 
know  the  kind  —  a  nice  big  two-ounce  bottle,  with  sunken  panels.     I  fell  for 
the  beautiful  sunken  panels  —  it's  my  artistic  sense,  I  suppose."    My  Neighbor 
sighed. 

"What  was  the  matter  with  your  -practical  sense?"  I  asked,     "Don't  you  know 
that  these  sunken  panels  leave  very  little  room  for  vanilla  extract?" 

"I  know  it,"  she  said.     "But  every  once  in  a  while  I  forget,     I  know,  of 
course,  that  a  smaller  bottle  of  flavoring  extract  —  just  a  plain  ordinary 
bottle  —  with  no  panels  and  no  thick  sides  —  is  a  much  better  value  than  the 
other.    That  was  an  unlucky  day  for  me.     I  also  bought  a  package  of  cereal;  a 
nice  big  generous  box." 

"What  was  wrong  with  the  cereal?"  I  asked*     "They  aren't  putting  sunken 
panels  and  hollow  bottoms  in  cereal  boxes,  are  they?" 

"No,"  explained  my  neighbor,  "they  just  put  the  cereal  in  a  small  bag,  and 
put  that  inside  the  big  box.     It's  funny,  though,  that  I  never  began  to  notice 
such  things  until  lately.     It  must  be  that  some  of  the  information  I've  heard 
about  reading  labels,  comparing  weights  and  prices,  and  looking  at  packages  and 
bottles,  is  sinking  in  at  last*    But  after  all,"  she  concluded  philosophically, 
"Rome  wasn't  built  in  a  day,    Give  me  time  —  and  I'll  learn  to  recognize  a  fraud 
when  I  see  it.     Goodbye,  Aunt  Sammy." 

My  neighbor  had  been  gone  two  minutes  when  she  opened  the  door  again, 
with  the  cheese  box  in  her  hand. 

"Remember  the  old  riddle  about  the  woodchuck? "  she  asked  mo.     "I've  a 
notion  to  send  this  box  back  to  the  manufacturer,  with  a  note  like  this:  How 
much  cheese  would  a  cheese-box  hold,  if  a  cheese-box  would  hold  cheese?" 

The  best  advice  I  can  leave  with  you  today  is  to  read  the  labels  on 
whatever  foods  you  buy,  in  bottles  and  packages  —  and  don't  be  fooled  by  de- 
ceptive contohners. 
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The  great  majority  of  food  tnanttfacturers  are  honest.    We  all  know  that. 
They  give  us  a  square  deal  "by  selling;  only  wholesome  foods,  honestly  labeled 
and  packaged.    But  every  once  in  a  while,  unless  we're  careful,  we  strike  an 
unlucky  shopping  day  and  come  home  with  —  Well,  we've  said  enough  for  today 
a"bout  cheese  and  chicanery. 

Tomorrow:     "Inexpensive  Meat  Dishes  for  Sunday." 
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